CHAPTER           NINE
merging into one, nearer, nearer, more and more im-
mense. I drew back instinctively, as one draws back
at a movie show when a head on a screen swells to
enormous proportions and seems to be about to
swallow one up. A blink - and the illusion vanished.
Somewhat shaken, I turned to resume my contem-
plation of the show.
Well-the mystery did not seem to solve itself
here, either. A coloured comedian was singing a
song that might well have been whistled in Picca-
dilly, forty years ago. . . .
*Lay low, Lizzie,
Lay low, Lizzie Brown . * /
Red nose, old-fashioned gags, an ancient costume,
stunts that had agitated the sides of our grand-
fathers - there was nothing remarkable here. Even
when the chorus came on, it was much as other
choruses. In this light, the girls looked almost
white, and except that they seemed rather bored and
lazy, they might have been any chorus in an English
touring revue.
Then, a tornado of whistles, I looked round
quickly* The noise was like a cyclone, shrill, ear-
splitting. Was it a riot? A war cry? But nobody else
was looking round. The whistling was confined to
the gallery and died away as quickly as it had come.
The stalls were applauding politely. I got up, and
went out again into the street.
I do not know where I walked. I was too irritated.
Here was I, experiencing all sorts of disturbing sen-
sations, for which there was no logical explanation. I
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